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asunder, and I beheld through the gap, thousands of
feet overhead, as if suspended in the crystal sky, a cone of
illuminated snow.

' You can imagine my delight.   It was really that of
an anchorite catching a glimpse of the seventh heaven/

The grandeur of that primaeval world aroused in
him Homeric emotions such as Mr. Peter Fleming
would share, but hesitate to record in print. cWe
seemed/ he wrote, ' to have suddenly waked up
among the colossal scenery of Keats' Hyperion. The
pulses of young Titans beat within our veins. Time
itself, no longer frittered down into paltry divisions,
had assumed a more majestic aspect. We had the
appetites of giants. Was it unnatural that we should
also adopt the larger utterances of the early gods ? '

Then they turned south again and in the third week
in August the little Foam,, exhausted but unpiloted,
slid calmly into Trondhjem fjord. Three weeks later
her ducal prow was edging its way through the
fishing smacks that bob and jostle in Copenhagen
Sound. Lord Dufferin bade a fond farewell to Sigurdr
and the crew. He continued his journey overland
to Hamburg and from there returned to England.

He was thirty years of age.

(5)

It was not only to Sigurdr and his own youth that
he said farewell that September morning at Copen-
hagen. Standing there upon the Knippelsbro Bridge
he could look back upon those months of tempest
and uncertainty and forward to the compelling and all
too uncertain duties of his position. It is to be doubted
whether the latter prospect filled him with elation.